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THE BALLAD OF THE SAUCY KITTY

T,

v i

Onee 1 wan «hipped ne engineer npon the Baney KLy,

As good n tug nn over waum o sepward rram the ey,

We pounded down the Hook one da i oly swell a=rolling

One of those heavy okgy davs, with I the bell Buesys tolling,
“There's weather In the south,” savs | “You et save Bl Maguire,
“ANd ff we get o osalling qhip, we'll molke her iy our hire,'”

Wea squttered down the sliiling son ped spduttered i the trough,
Untll the Jersey shore phweam ny 16 sea miles offr,

And there woe hodled o Hpavlah bdg with “pats a8 tall as thunder,
And she wasn frelghtod o the dookey ama polling gunwales omdor,
“Now, bully hoyve i Magubto: “the wenther's coming qulick,
And If we take thot beig we'll have o Job o make us slek.”™”

We rovinded o beneath bor stern b
“PPye wnnt n tow? You'll need
The Spanlah pptain stroked his Learad
“How much,” snvs he, *1'wo humdred
“"Benor, vou Jest!” the caplaln sald |
“Three hundred dollars pow, s 1
“No, no!" the Spanlsh cantaln erfed
“Took south! For every minute now,
The eaptain looked and leaped astern
But Cap Muagulre twivled his wheel @
'l chinrge yon seven hundeed npow 1
You haven't got a minute loft, (o

Tinpattt

“I only hope yvou tow one hall as well ns

We'd barely got the vessel faol andd
Before the weathor hit u itradght
We headed In the smother blnd,  Wae '
Before agaln we'tl hury deep in green
Maguire slgnnled for full spesd; then

UNow, If you bust thal hawser wo los
We rolled to vight, we polled o left, oo

But In the recling pilot hous
We couldn't wee the Lyilg
And only the tense hawser told that v
We rolled 1o vight, we rolled 1o left,
With heart tn mouth 1 braced myvaclf
And each time the propeller raced, |
But every time Maguire turned and )
Now, i you've geen that Jersey shaor

Mag

You'll need no sworn cortificnte tio t
Ho when Maguire down the tube soid
I saw that devil of a bheach s I we
I saw s wicked, tawny glint, whore

It walted for the crestod Sea 1o birfae
“We can't hold on oy helpes thed L}

I owe don't cast that Spantard off, wo'll go ashore as

ertod the Spamtad, blich with raze, hoth his dark eyes

aslern The alt' was

el CHev gave Cap Maguire,

wir, Hpeank gulek, for 'm a Ayer!™
Wl looked while we ntood ready.

trandaehit,” wava Bill, “and rising steady *

L thirew h's whiedl hard down,

v tand more before you drown.'

ot B Maguhve thundered,

1 charge another hundred!™
N opay vou for vour towing!’

i sabd: UBUD omore you're owing,

ooy me for my walting:

here the squall comes skating!®™

- Kimdle,
yvou enn swindlel™

wiinz hey to the hawser

ind how the sguall did yvaw her!

I searce come out n-drippin
that came n-ripping!
lown the tube he hollerss
ser meven hundred dollars!””

I roll looked ke our |il‘:(.
ire held her fast.

thiclk as night,

ve still had her tight,

we drowned from how Lo stern,
and watehed my engines tourng
thought: *“This s her last!™
whd her to the blast,

hit by a gale from seaward,

I yvou denth's
“Jim I

Lo Jeeward,
losing steady!™
d struck already.

dueep o tons of water,

it the slauvghter

vreatlh eame In short catches),

matches,”

My englnes ean’t do any mors I yvelled up to Maguoire,

“And we ate taking seas abonrd that

No man will blame you if vou cast i
“We'll hold the brlg,”” Magulre sild,
Wae volled (o starbonrd and to port, v
Once as we willoweld, from my post |
We eame go close that 1 could see t)
As every grayback rolled ashore amd
Then Magubre down the tube: “You's
Now Keep vour englones stondy, man,

“Bhe's almost o the bhreakers ™ waid 1
When will that madman ot the wh
But Bill's volee down the tube again

If we can keep her as she s, we'il b

Ridge after ridge of crosgted sca 1ried

sure will drown our ftire!

hip ot in this weather!”
Sor o nshore tesethoyr!*?

v rolled from left to right
he beach was plain In sight,
e white foam on the strand
wiiinded on the land.

v holding to her fine!

ind don’t vou bust that line!™
ny helper, “Now we're done!
¢l oagt off his lne and ran?"
ang cheerily, “"You bet!

ld that Spanlard yet!™

Lo twist us around

And roll us as a foundered wreck toward the Jersey ground,

Stroke after =troke the blanck sgquuall 1
U's headlong in the trough where we
Turn after turn  my

cngines maoade !

wat to turn her nose and twist
woulil vanish lHke a mist,
I nurged them all I knew;

Biralght with her nose to open sva Maguire held her true,

He held her true for seven hours, all
And we were just outslde the line of
When the binck storm tinpped ot last

of a steady squall,

breakers—that waoas all,

and left us where we shook,

To Nounder on the tossing sen and crawl inside the Hook

No word came from the rolling b ig
And took our hawser and stepmed

The Spanish captain then leaned dow
“Senor, the tugbont capinin, your j§

until we reached smooth water

round to e hencath her quarter.

I, bearded and tall and grave:
wrdon T mnst crave,

A thief of the =ea ! thought yuu when this little trip began,
But 1 stand In port on my rescucd ship te say that you are a man'"

r—

Boston Herald,

s

Fashion Always Supreme,
The excavations which Dr. Evans
Res been making In Crete reveal that
19 woman of fashion in 1600 B C fa- |

versd the hourglass walst and figure, ;

| and probably the Greclan flgure was

regarded as a barbarism. Barbaric
figures, however gensible, can never
hope to compete with those of fash:
ion's dictates,

BYRON

WILLIAMS )

N fay

8 “Yip.

Joy 1s not kept In o0 s=trong-hox!
Fleagpre knows dittle of peli!

Living and loving and being
Spring Mom one's natural scif!

Peace 2 not found in amoassirg
Gems In o ravern of glooin!

Pence s in showing the woary
Nooks full of roses in blowm!

Dallars welgh not In the balanee;
Woo br not lifted by golidl

Search thine own heart for itn gindnes
Here s the answer— Behold!

Finding Jimmie.

She was a wan litile woman with
the embers of dying hope in the {lame
of her cheeks, the hectic flame that
told a story of the black eamel knecl
ing at her gate!  Her clothing was
drablded amd thin, ke the frame
that supported it and hoer shong
were sloppy amd ran o over al the gide
and heell  To add to the sadness ol
aspecd, alt. her angular broast, lay a
fretling babe, sharing her deplorable
squalor of poverty and want!

One of those strange and pitiable
hits of sulfering humanity that are
tossed up to the pablic gaze by an
unkind fate, she rappod tremblingly
al the door of the poor snpervisor and
asked for help to Winchell.

“Iust enough to help me hack
where Jimmie is, please, sir! 1Us only
such a little way-—and | am too tired
to walk!

“Jimmie? Jimmie, he’s my hoy!
We left him when we went out West
io make our fortune in the mines at
Dark Hills; left hiln  with  some
neighbors who were good to him, He
was not well and we feared he could
not make the trip.

Yeu, we had bad luek in the Hills,
Father,” swallowing, and  wiping
away a tear, “father died, Minnie died
and, and,” with a sob in her voice,
“the exponses seem to take all there
was left! There wasn't anvihing for
me to do there and I started back to
Timmis! Oh, sir, if you only can help
s to Winehell, I'm sure the Lord will
send His choleest Dblessings to you
for your Kindness!"

Captain Brooks of *he Winchell
police department, dozing over his
desk, was awakened by the sharp tele-
phone bell.

“Ello!™

“Police department-—yes.

“What's that? Patrol to the eem-
etery? Here, come off! You quit
your monkeyshines with the poliee
department or you'll git—What's that?
It's Hanson? Patrol to the cemelery
gate? Yes! Meet the wasgon there?
All right!™

Clang wenl the eleetrie button! On
the floor came the elatter of horses’
feet, the gquick “Git ap!”™ the rumble
of wheels, and the captain leaned back
in his chair and pondered! In his long
service he had had many calls, but
this was the first for a patrol wagon
to dash at full speed to the city of the
dead!

“Grave robbers, 1 s8'pose.”
tered; “the dirty thieves!™

he mut-

There upon the new made grave of
little Jim they found a wailling bahe
and beside it, face downward, a brok-
en-hearted. shattered plece of eavihly
elay, The body was motionless in
that strange fascination we call death,
but the spirvit winged its way on high
to welecome Jim!

Memeories.

At the Biz Bend, in the deepest
“hole” in the Cedar, there dwell a
monstrous pickerel, All the boys
knew of him and kept their distance
when in bathing a few rods lower
down the stream. This king fish was
a Whale among fins! He swished
about in the liquid depths as confident
in hia strength a= a giant In a village
of plgmies. Filshermen, renowned of

rod apd reel, came for miles to angle

for this old veteran—and he bit with
avidity, snapping their minnows with
determination and =kill llke the old
cannibal that he was! And then came
the fun. A lashing of water, a leap
into the air, a erash under the hoat—
and freedom! In his wake he left
hraken fish-lines, twitted poles and—
gwoenaring anglers!  When 1 sald good-
bye for the stern realities of life,
the hig pickerel was still monarch of
the “hole™ at the Big Bend., Some day
| am going back, back to the zephyr-
kigsed country, back to the high-banks
and the willows, back to the Big
Bend, to catch that fish! There have
been big fins in the water where [
have fished since then, but none so
worthy of my rod and reel, Some
day, Al yes, some day, I'm going
hack!

There were eight of us, typieal,
happy Inds, and our camp was in
Waterman's woods along the sinuous
viver, Snuzgled in a cove, amid the
wilil chierries, the chipmonks and the
singing hirds, we made our tempor-
ary abode in tents, Our table was sup-
phed from the river, from the wood—
and from the goeart that came daily
from our several homes! Oceasional-
Iy we had squirrel, fried brown and
crisp!  Abh, delectable digh!

One day six of the eight went fish-
mg. We arrvived home late to find
the remaining two had been hunting
and had prepared a feast of squirrel,
They had fonnd a village of the frislk.
ing beanties, young and tender, and,
vandal-like, the guns had done thelr
duty welll  We were hungry and “fell
to" with greedy haste! How good the
snirrel tasted!  Yes, we would have
another, thank you! At last the dish
was depleted!

Then up rose one of the twa villain-
ons chefs and apprised us with ghriek
and shout that we had ealen gophers!
Common field gophers! They had
snared them while we were absent
and cooked them fit for epicures!
We gageged and went away into tha
darkness, «ix of us, to run our fingera
down our throats! It was a sad end.
ing for a regal fast—but boys will be
boys, even to the limit!

I'nderneath the little white school-
house built on the hillside, was a eave-
like eellar, and within that cellar was
a bogie man! The janitor told me
ahont it when first 1 passed that way,
a voungster in kilts! At night I ran
past the bogle man's ahode; by day
I peered curionsly yet warily in at the
window to catch a sight of his bogie-
ship!

When [ had grown older, I refused
to believe the bogie story and laughed
at it, but in the meantime, other
bogies had arisen! These, one by one,
gave way before experience, In their
stead came other bogles, not to be
seomted at until disproven! Life is
filladl with imaginings, grave, f{right-
fu! hobgobling that worry and despoil
our happiness, Could we disarm them
promptly npon their appearance, how
much brighter this world would be!

A boy had a dog for sale. He had
pail a quarier for the pup and had
found ‘the ownership onerous. He
wanted to dispose of the ecanine, but
at a profit. | argued! 1 was willing
to give the twenty-five cents, but no
more. Then | remembered a tobacco
box the cigar man had given me, a
mere bauble, but gaily painted! 1 pro-
posed exchanging the quarier and the
box for the dog! The offer was ac-
ceptod with avidity!

Moen are like the hoy, A mere noth-
ing with a bit of paint or a gaudy
feather attached to it, has influenced
many a trade. Man has a weak spot
alwayg., Froquently we can touch it
with a bit of fantasy, or tickle it with
n feather. Moral—Study your cus-
tomer!

Some interpret it this way: " ‘Work
for the night i8 coming'—when it
takes gogd money to buy good cheer
-~€r, We mean, good beer!”

An over polita man usually has sa

|nx to grind,




